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o, dear children, the drum-major 

is not the whole procession; but he thinks 

he is. Oh, yes, he twirls his big baton very 
proudly, and he wears his big busby as if it were 
the helmet of Hannibal, and he has a mighty 
stride and a swashing and a martial outside; 
but the men who do the fighting come behind 
him. No, and he isn’t the band, either. He 
doesn’t make all the nice noise with that baton 
of his; he doesn’t make any noise at all, indeed, 
except when he curses at the small boys who 
make fun of him. He isn’t a gun or asword, or 
fifteen rounds of ammunition, or an ophicleide, 
or a bass-drum with a picture on the head, 
either. If the people behind him were to stop 
suddenly, without telling him, and leave him to 
go on alone, you would soon see, dear children, 
that he isn’t much of a procession, all by himself. 

* ef # 

Now it seems to us that there is a good deal 
of the drum-major about the State of Ohio. 
To hear the war and howl blown eastward from 
the campaign grounds one would think that the 
whole future of the nation depended upon the 
result of the election for Governor in Ohio. Of 
course, it is now the silly season, and the news- 
papers of New York are glad enough to get any | 
nonsense to fill their columns; but the Ohio 
man takes the matter in dead earnest. He 
feels that his State’s choice of a Governor is 
going to determine the nation’s choice of a 
President next year, and he is filled with an im- 
portance such as never was felt by mortal man 
save the native of Chemung or Berks County, 
in the days when it was generally believed that 
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ROUGH :—** No ‘scuRSION’? KIN GO WIDOUT ME!” 








as those favored regions went, politically, so 
went their respective States. 


Ps * 
As a matter of fact, the campaign in Ohio is | 
/ conducted on such narrow principles that it is 


really of less significance than would be an 


election in Rhode Island or New Jersey. There | 
is no great issue involved. Neither party has | 


put up a man about whom the country at large 
cares anything. Both parties are bidding for 
the votes of the people directly or indirectly 
interested in the sale and consumption of liquor. 
Each is anxious to dodge its responsibilities; 
to sit on the fence, to play fast-and-loose with 


both bigots and liberals. Whether Hoadly or | 
Foraker be elected, whether Sherman or Thur- | 
man win the confidence of the “liquor inter- 


est,” the national battle of next year will be 
fought on a broader ground. 
* 


# 

The worst features of the mania for specula- 
tion, which in this country has reached such 
dimensions that legislative aid is being invoked 
for its suppression, were prominently instanced 
in the recent gigantic failure in Chicago. Wealth 
has come to be thought by the majority the 


' fantile, aren’t they? 


only test of social position, and the race to ac- | 


quire it has become so severe that all the old, 


safe and respectable commercial methods are | 


regarded with contempt. 


and to meet this need the system of trading in 
margins has been perfected. That probably 
not five per cent of the speculators succeed 


| does not deter others from crowding in to fill 


the places of the fallen. It is a lottery, and 
each believes he will hold the lucky ticket. 
Margins have led to “corners,” and corners 
are gradually crushing all small, non-speculative 
merchants. No product is now free from the 
manipulations of the cornerites, and they can 


Great fortunes must | 
_now be made quickly and with small capital, 


dictate the price of the poor man’s food at. 


their own sweet will, regardless of the actual value 
of the products they withhold from market. 








This mania for sudden riches began with the 
war and the consequent speculation in war- 
material and gold. So long as “gold” was at a 
premium and speculation in it mainly con- 
cerned importers, the operators in margins did 
comparatively little harm. But now that, driven 
from the Gold Room, they take up in turn every 
article of our daily needs, they inflict positive 
injury on all. How speculation in margins can 
be effectively and legally stopped is, of course, 
a problem for the lawyers; but it ought not to be 
a difficult one to our extensive bar, among whom 
are such geniuses as those who contrived to 
procure the acquittal of Dorsey, Brady & Co. 

tk . # 

Infant industries, indeed! They are very in- 
Oh, they want careful 
nursing, and they are getting it. It seems 
strange that in a big country like this its infant 
industries should take so much longer to reach 
maturity than in other countries that are not as 
big or possessed of one-half of the advantages, 
But perhaps these industries of ours don’t want 
nursing at all—perhaps they are no longer in- 
fants, and can get along well enough by them- 
selves. But their nurses won’t let them, be- 
cause they are afraid of losing their places and 
the friends who keep them in those places. 
When a politician has been making a business 
of protecting and coddling a particular arti- 
cle all his life, it would be rather a rude shock 
to his feelings, if not to his pocket, to discover 
one fine morning that his occupation was gone, 
owing to Free Trade obtaining a hearing. 





The Ohio Democrats have nominated Hoadly for 
Governor; but all the people of the United States have 
nominated 
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TO MAKE IT LIGHT FOR POSTERITY. 





“So you wish me to present you with ten 
dollars because you are a poet and a literary 
man?” said the dry-goods jobber to a seedy- 
looking individual in a soiled duster and a straw 
hat that had seen at least half-a-dozen summers. 

“Yes, sir; and it will be money in your 
pocket to grant my request. If you will per- 
mit me to take a chair, and will give me a few 
moments of your valuable time, I will explain.” 

* Proceed,” he said: “ You say that you’re a 
poet. Now, although [’m a Lusiness man, I 
read a great deal, and I never heard of you or 
your poetry.” 

“ Perfectly true,’ answered the literary man: 
“that’s just it; you have never heard of me, 
but you zz// hear of me.” 

“« How so?” 

“| write all the time. At present my lucu- 
brations appear in journals that you might con- 
sider obscure. There is a conspiracy to keep 
me out of the higher class magazines. The 
Millennium and Lyre monthlies invariably send 
my work back, It is the penalty of greatness, 
One of these days they will be glad to pay a 
thousand dollars a stanza for mere fugitive 
pieces,”” 

“ Are you sure of that?” 

“Sure? Of course I’m sure. Your acquaint- 
ance with literature must be slight to ask me 
such a question. Did you ever hear of a man 
named Camoens who wrote a poem called the 
‘Lusiad’? Well, Camoens couldn’t make enough 
to buy a five-cent bowl of soup a week, and a 
nigger used to go about begging for him. He 
died a pauper. Now, it was.only a few months 
ago that the King and Queen of Portugal and 
all the greatest people in the country took part 
in a grand celebration—the three hundredth 
anniversary of Camoens’s birth. Now, suppose 
to-day were three hundred years ago, wouldn’t 
you feel pretty mean to refuse me ten dollars, 


when, three hundred years hence, I might be a” 


much greater man than Camoens ?” 

“ But you don’t mean to compare yourself to 
the great Camoens ?” said the dry-goods jobber. 

“There it is; ‘the great Camoens’ you call 
him—great because he’s dead. If Camoens 
had come to you when he was poor, you would 
probably have handed him over to the police 
for begging; and now, I’ll bet, you’d be willing 
to give a hundred dollars toward a statue for 
the man, when the money is of no use to him.” 

“T still fail to see what claim you can pos- 
sibly have on me for ten dollars.” 

“Well, then,” urged the seedy visitor: “take 
‘the case of Homer. He used to travel about, 
reciting his poems and getting his living as best 
he could; and just think how glad people would 
be to help him now. I tell you, sir, the pages 
of history reek with such cases. John Howard 





Payne would have been very much delighted to 
have had during his lifetime the money that it 
cost to bring his remains over here and to give 
him another funeral. Don’t you think Shak- 
spere would have rather had the money himself 
than have it frittered away in statues after his 
death? Why, Milton sold ‘ Paradise Lost’ for 
twenty-five dollars. If he’d just waited a few 
years, he might have got fifty thousand for 
it. Then there’s Scott. He was up to his eye- 
brows in debt. If he’d been better paid for his 
work, he might have had a good time in this 
world. Goldsmith, Johnson and a hundred 
other men had to endure heaps of misery, when, 
now they’re in their graves, any amount of 
money would be at their service. I could talk 
for two hours and a half on this subject,” the 
visitor said, gasping for breath. 

“Don’t you talk any more. I’ve heard enough, 
and you'll just get out of this place in double- 
quick time.” 

The patience of the jobber in dry-goods was 
exhausted. 

“ Be calm, I have not yet finished. When, in 
the future, the whole world rings with my fame, 
you will gnash your teeth with rage at the 
chance you threw away in not administering to 
the wants of future greatness. I ask only to 
draw on that future. I don’t want any expen- 
sive statues erected to my memory—”’ 

“ Get out of this!’ yelled the jobber in dry- 
goods. 

“T don’t want my bust in Westminster Ab- 
bey. I have no desire for a public funeral—”’ 

‘You'll have a private one now,” said the 
tradesman, threateningly: “ right here.” 

But the visitor continued: 

“ My desire is to save Congress the trouble of 
voting a large sum of money to my family when 
I am dead and gone. I should turn in my grave 
if I thought that subscription-lists would have 
to be sent around for the purpose of building 
a hospital or library to be dedicated to my 
memory and called after me. I should weep 
| 

In the next ten seconds the scorner of post- 
humous fame found himself in the outer office; 
but, before reaching the street and making his 
way through the pine cases of dress-goods, there 
were still twenty seconds for him to make an- 
other appeal. 

“You are,” the poet said: “the most un- 
grateful man I ever met. I came here to save 
you money, and simply to draw a mere trifle on 
the future, and this is how I’m treated. Oh, 
the ingratitude of mankind! It’s enough to 
make a man swear off being great and having 
his name handed down to posterity. I guess 
Pll have to do it, and all for the sake of a paltry 
ten dollars.” 

And one of “the finest”? now appeared on 
the scene, and escorted the poet to the Tombs 
for rest and refreshments, B. B. V. 
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RESISTING TEMPTATION. 
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«*«G’way DAR, You WATERMILLION! You DON’ R’LONG TER Ife, ANyHow!” 





Puckerings. 


ALL THE SAME IN DutTcH— Beer. 





Tue Course oF ‘timME—The Race-Course, 
Mr. Pollok, the Race-Course! 





Tus 1s about the time of the year that a 
young man gets his father to buy him a boat, 
and then names it after his girl. 





A NEW PIECE of music is called the “ Bouquet 
of Love.’ We have not seen it, but presume 
it is an ice-cream or caramel lyric. 





SHAKSPERE never repeated. If some of the 
voters of the present day would only adhere to 
the same principle, the majorities would not be 
so overwhelming. 


THe Rapsit would run along the roadside 


and act as though he had been brought up in 
the family, if he knew what a good pot-pie 
could be made out of him. 





As most athletic sports are of ancient origin, 
it is now believed that Sisyphus is the man 
who invented that robust game known as 
“putting the heavy stone.” 





A PHYSICIAN, through the columns of the 
Herald, offers a liberal reward for the return of 
his visiting list. Strange to say, all that physi- 
cian’s patients are recovering rapidly, 





THE FRENCH Premier, Ferry, said that it is 
not force but right that triumphs. Jules was 
evidently never a Warden or a Sheriff in a jail 
that was attacked by a Western lynching-party. 





You want to know the meaning of “ filthy 
lucre,” do you? Well, it is very evident that 
you never fished a nickel out of a horse-car mat 
on a muddy day, or you wouldn’t be harassing 
us with such an insane query, 





A WESTERN FARMER always lights his pipe by 
the rays of the sun through a strong magnify- 
ing-glass. What does he do at night? Why, 
that’s simple enough. He just pokes his pipe 
in the chimney of the lamp, draws once or 
twice, and it’s in working order. See? 





You may know that winter has passed away 
when the small boy runs and slides on the new 
matting; and, after he has worn it smooth, and 
his father comes home and is thrown swiftly 
and surely on his back, that individual begins 


to think that winter has left at least one of its 


slippery walks behind. 





A POET WHOSE habit it has been to write 
nothing but pretty poems with comic endings, 
being told that he could write nothing serious, 
took the comic climaxes from his pieces, sub- 
stituted serious ones, and brought out a book 
called “Sprays of Honeysuckles;” but in pri- 
vate life he calls that book “ Old Bootlegs, Re- 
footed.” 





Yes, CLARISSA sweetest, you take about two 
pounds of ice, half-a-pint of water, one straw- 
berry, one piece of pineapple, one cross sec- 
tion of a lime, one stratum of an orange, one 
median elevation of a lemon, some mint and a 
spoon and two straws and a fly, and put them 
all in a goblet, and that’s a mint julep. Oh, 
yes, we believe there is a salt-spoonful of brandy 
that ought to go in then somewhere; but you 
just go and order the julep at any fashionable 
restaurant and see if you can catch the brandy 
yourself. We are near-sighted, and a little hard 
of tasting. 
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COME HOME TO ROOST. 


% 


POPS 
LMM fo. 





THE LIGHT-WEIGHT DOLLAR:—*« You skE, UNCLE, NOBODY WILL ADOPT ME—THEY SAY I’M 


ILLEGITIMATE!” 








PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 


For THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 








[ These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.) 





The roads are very dusty. 





Mr, Ezra Mills has bought a new cow. 


Smith has a fine line of croquet goods. 





Tuesday’s rain left mud-puddles in the road. 


Subscribe for the Reporter — the best paper 


published. 





Mr. Henry Collins is now running his soap- 
cart twice a week. 


The grangers will picnic in Barr’s Grove next 
Tuesday (the 18th). 


Attend the M. E, Church festival in Mori- 
arty’s Hall to-morrow evening. 


Mrs, Blimmer has sewed a hundred pounds 
of carpet-rags the past winter. 


Mr. Tompkins smoles a very broad smile. It 
weighs nine pounds and is a girl. 


The best way to get rid of bread that is too 
stale to be eaten is to give it to a tramp. 





Our enterprising merchant, Mr. Yardstick, is 
in the city purchasing a new stock of goods. 

The thermometer was 98° in the shade Sat- 
urday last. It tried hard to climb out of the 
top. 





We are pained to say that a number of boys | 


have been seen fishing the past couple of Sun- 
days. This is not right, boys. 


| Frith, the pharmaceutist, has just laid in a 
| fresh supply of syrups, and his soda-water fount- 
| ain is running on full time. 





Buy your dog-muzzles at Marsden’s hardware- 
store. With one of Marsden’s Patent Eureka 
Muzzles, no dog can go mad. 





‘Jimmy McGruder knocked a base-ball over 
in ’Squire Jones’s garden, and barked his shin 
| while scaling the fence for it. 





Miss Martha Lumley’s poodle, Jack, was poi- 
soned last Saturday night, and on Sunday morn- 
ing Martha didn’t eat any breakfast. 


The steamboat time-table is not to be changed | . ; , 
; o_,. | twee, in spite of pwotests of aw sherwiff’s offi- 


at all this month, and, in all likelihood, will re- 
main as it is now during the summer. 





There was a whist-party at Brother Stile’s | 


'on Wednesday evening. After the game the 
party indulged in cake and lemonade. 


Go to Scroon for your artificial teeth. He 
| has just laid in a stock, each set of which is 
warranted to chew any kind of food and fit any 
_ mouth, 


*Squire Snuff, that whole-souled gentleman of 
Penville, made the Rporter a pleasant call Tues- 
day and renewed his subscription, Call again, 
Squire. 





Sally Groves was the boss speller at the Sandy 
Ridge spelling-bee, Friday night last.- She 
spelled such words as erysipelas, connaisseur, 
etc., without the least difficulty. Sally takes the 
cake as a spellist. , 


A stranger was sunstruck on Water Street yes- 
terday, and was carried -into Pill’s drug-store, 
where he soon recovered and went his way. 
We might here remark that a cabbage-leaf worn 
in the hat will prevent all such cases. 














FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No, CCLXXXVII. 


LAWLESSNESS. 


Ya-as, the longah 
I weside he-ah the 
more I am _ sur- 
pwised at weading 
everwy day in the 
newspapahs of the 
shocking murdahs, 
shootings aw lynch- 
Yj, *»g—in short, the 
Y// complete weign of 
> terwah which ex- 
ists. In fact, one 
he-ahs of these 
things so fwequently that it becomes quite dif- 
ficult to wealize their enormity, and Amer- 
wicans get used to it; and these cwimes in 
many instances attwact verwy little attention. 
And yet, in some parts of the countwy, it is 
more dangerwous to twavel than in wemote 
wegions of the world where pwofessional savages 
weside. This appe-ahs to be the case especially 
in the Southern States of this countwy, where 
the people pwide themselves on their chivalwy. 
Ya-as, it is a quee-ah kind of chivalwy where a 
fellaw who feels himself aggwieved immediately 
dwaws a pistol and deliberwately murdahs the 
man who has offended him, The essence of 
chivalwy in the olden time was to give anothah 
man as fai-ah a chance as yourself;-but these 
Southern fierwy wowdies fire their pistols as 
soon as they see the othah fellaw, and they 
have the pwesumption to call themselves gen- 





| tlemen, and get dweadfully angwy if anyone 


speaks of them as semi-barbarwians, Don’t 
mean to say, ye know, that there are no mur- 
derwahs in England; but no man there evah 
walks about carwying loaded pistols in his 
pocket, weady to kill anybody who has done 
him a weal or fancied injurwy. 

And what makes mattahs worse with these 
Amerwican shootahs is that they fwequently 
kill the wong man; and, more fwequently, go 
scot fwee aftah committing the murdah, the 
twial—if there be one—degenerwating into 
nothing but a woarwing farce. 

And then, in some othah parts of Amerwica, 
there is no such thing as wespect faw law. A 
fellaw steals a horse or commits wobberwy, and 
is appwehended by the authorwities. If he is 
not appwehended, a mob, usually composed of 
much gweatah scoundwels than the thief, wuns 
aftah him and stwings him up to the nearwest 


cers. If the offendah is lodged in pwison, then 
this wascally mob bweaks into the gaol, seizes 
the unfortunate pwisonah, and pwoceeds to hang 
him without any twial at all. This kind of 
thing is being done almost everwy day of the 
week. 

I should aw like to know what is the use of 
having laws at all, if they are not wespected and 
the Government isn’t stwong enough to carwy 
them out? It is a fwightful state of affai-ahs, 
and the Amerwican people ought to feel ashamed 
of themselves to allow it to continue. I have 
often heard Jack Carnegie say that no countwy 
can be gweat or fwee where human life is held 
so cheap, and I believe he is wight aw. 








Now THE batter 
Seeks to scatter 
Star-dust on his name: 
While he ’s baking, 
Home-runs making 
Ever is his game. 
But his yelling 
Quick is quelled 
When for selling 
He ’s expelled. 
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SIMPSON’S GARDEN-HOSE. 

Every small boy has the same preferences 
and weaknesses, and, as a general thing, it is 
with great difficulty that he governs them, even 
when he tries, which is seldom. Now, it would 
be almost impossible to find a boy, if you were 
to search the country from California to Boston, 
Mass., who doesn’t find ineffable delight in a 
garden-hose. 

Not long ago Mr. Simpson employed a man 
to put his garden in order, and his wife, being 
particularly anxious to have a finer garden than 
the lady next door, in order to make that person 
uncomfortable, coaxed her husband to have the 
thing done up in style. 

He therefore purchased various implements, 
painted red to attract attention, and had his 
boy roll them around where the neighbor could 
see them, and to occasionally leave them there 
for an hour. or so, as though by accident. 

It was at this time that Mr. Simpson purchased 
a fine garden-hose, that his boy might water the 
flowers at long range, and therefore run no risk 
of trampling the flower-beds. 

And perhaps little Tommy Simpson was not 
happy! Why, he didn’t want to do anything 
but squirt all day long. He thought it much 
better fun than playing on the stoop with his 
little sister, and concluded water to be the 
base of all true happiness, and that water was 
made to squirt and skate on, and make ice-men 
rich, 

Last Saturday Tommy Simpson made up his 
mind to spend the day watering the flowers and 
the passing pedestrian. So he first rolled the 
red lawn-mower around, and left it where the 
lady next door might see and worry over it. 
Then he fastened the end of the hose to the 
hydrant and played a stream over on the mign- 
onette. ‘Then he tried to see how far and high 
he could squirt, so he directed the stream in 
another direction. In trying to squirt over a 
couple of apple-trees out behind the house, he 
let the stream come down on his big brother, 
who was sleeping peacefully in a hammock 
screened by the foliage of the surrounding 
shrubbery. 

“Stop that, you!!?? !!!??? 

“Did any water go on you?” inquired the 
boy, as he turned the stream off. 

“Tm soaked!” yelled the big brother: “I’ve 
got it all; not a drop went on the ground.” 

“You needn’t go swimming to-day,” sug- 
gested the small boy: “It is just as comfortable 
to lie in a hammock in wet clothes as to sit on 
the shore in a wet bathing-suit.”’ 

At this juncture the cld parson stopped out in 
front of the place to talk with a person he met. 
The parson was looking very well in his long 
duster and white high hat. The white hat could 
be seen faintly through the hedge that stood in- 
side the fence, and another boy, who had just 
dropped in, called Tommy Simpson’s attention 
to the white hat, which he said was a hornets’ 
nest, and should be promptly squirted on. 

So Tommy Simpson measured the distance 
to the front-door, so that he could get in the 
house before the hornets could reach him. Then 
he took a deliberate aim and let fly, fetching off 
the parson’s hat and pretty near knocking him 
off his feet, while he and the person to whom 
he had been talking were literally soaked to the 
bones, 

Then the boy started for the house. 

So did the parson. 

And likewise the man who had been convers- 
ing with the parson, 

But Tommy Simpson was not caught. As 
soon as he saw what he had done, he shot right 
out of the back-door, and never stopped running 
until he was in the woods. 

About two hours later Tommy Simpson re- 


reyeey 


turned, but didn’t go in the house. He thought | 


he would crawl in at bed-time, and arise early, 


and eat his breakfast, and get out before his 
father was up. But before long he was at the 
hose again. He couldn’t leave it alone; and, 
besides, he concluded he might get on the 
good side of his mother by washing the win- 
dows, and cancel the crime of having soaked 
the parson, who objected to that kind of thing 
on the ground that he was not a Baptist. 

Then, if he could secure his mother’s vote in 
the convention, she would get him his father’s, 
and then he would have the nomination. 

So he commenced on one of the up-stairs 
windows, but didn’t notice a pane being broken. 
As luck would have it, the stream went right 
through without touching anything, and was not 
stopped in its mad career until it came in con- 
tact with the bald head of Mr. Simpson, who 
was lost in the golden mazes of a post-prandial 
dream. 

In an instant he was down in the front-yard, 
and lifted his son off the ground by his jacket- 
collar, and drummed on him with a picket un- 
til he wore the strawberry-patch off the dome 
of his trousers, and broke the nails that were 
sticking through the end. 

The boy rent the purple vault of heaven with 
his whoops, and when he played base-ball, a few 
days later, he had to get some one to run for 
him. And Mr. Simpson has put the hose out 
of his sight, and has the hired man water the 
flowers in the usual way. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








THE RULES of etiquette are becoming so strict 
at fashionable summer-resorts that the hotel- 
clerks are not allowed to wear their diamond 
head-lights in the morning. 





THE EVENTSs of week before last knock one mar- 
vel of the nineteenth century off its shining pre- 
éminence, ‘The jury that acquitted Dukes will 
now kindly step down and let Mr. Dorsey’s 
jury take its place. 


Ir 1s a well-known fact that a horse’s eyes 
magnify so greatly that in them a man looks 
twice his real size. Now, we presume if a horse 
should be introduced to a boarding-house fish- 
ball, he would immediately conclude that it was 
a shirt-stud. 








PUCK’S FAMILY SCRAP-BOOK. 





Don’t strike niatches on an oil-painting. 


Old overalls make very nice summer-scarfs, 








Never beat the door-mat on the piano-legs. 





Never cut oilcloth with a new pair of scissors. 





To remove mildew from bronze, use a rat-tail 
file. 





An old starch-can painted green makes a 
nice jardiniére. 


Always remember that old boot-legs make 
good hinges. 





To destroy the smell of paint, pour kerosene 
on the floor. _ 

Never beat eggs with a curry-comb—unless 
the horse is sorrel. 


It is hard on a carving-knife to sharpen it 
on the window:-sill, 


Never remove a cork from a bottle with the 
prong of a carving-fork. 





It is considered exceedingly vulgar to hang 
your ulster on the chandelier. 





To remove varnish from the piano-legs, let 
the children play in the parlor. 





Never clean your teeth with sandpaper, as 
the sand is apt to make the gums sore. 





Never attempt to black your shoes with a 
scrubbing-brush; it has a tendency to ruin the 
leather. 





Don’t throw away your broomsticks. A 
broomstick is a splendid thing to train a sun- 
flower on. _ 

To keep flies off a bald head during a ser- 
mon, the head should be well saturated with 
kerosene before going to church, 














POOR OLD JUSTICE IS 





“LEFT” AGAIN! 


COL. INGERSOLL (on éeha/f of his clients);—*‘* NOT TO-DAY; SOME OTHER DAY!” 
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PUCK. 





AT THE THEATRE. 





FROM AN ORCHESTRA “SEAT. 

As one who upward looks from some deep vale 
To where the mountain rises, high and sheer, 
So gaze 1; while upon my waiting ear 

There falls the old, yet ever-’trancing tale 

Of love that lives, though hope and spirit fail. 


O proud Virginius! ‘Thy soul held no place 
For thought of self: thy stern, impassive face 
Would melt to tears at sound of sorrow’s wail, 
But turn to adamant when duty spoke, 
Though tears were in thy heart! 


Most blest of men— 
Most blest, as truest—in Rome’s darkest night 
Thy deed the very clods to manhood woke! 
What matters it thy daughter perished, when 
Up-striving centuries say: ‘¢ Thou didst the right ”? 





From A GALLERY SEAT. 


Around me rise the old familiar scents 

Of cloves and coffee, gin, Jamaica rum; 

And to my upturned nose such odors come 
As make e’en dread of death far less intense: 
Beer, garlic, stale Limburger and *« stone-fence.”” 


O, snide Virginius! Strip thy mantle down 

And sell thy buskins to some circus-clown! 
Get thee begone! Come off! Skip out from thence! 
Thy tale and manner please not modern gods! 

A thrice-tarred stick thou art! 


Worst crazed of men, 

Thou shouldst have given thy daughter right away: 
(Though Satan made the match, what were the odds?) 
Lhou wouldst not been a slave, she master, when 

Thou hadst no more dress-maker’s bills to pay! 

WALTER L. SAWYER. 








HE WAS THE FIRST. 





“Is this the place where you educate the 
masses, make and unmake statesmen, mould 
public opinion, call esteemed contemporaries 
flat-headed idiots and red-handed outlaws, and 
perform other remarkable and praiseworthy 
duties ?”? queried a weather-beaten and oblique- 
visioned individual, as he entered the office of 
the Clarion County Zever and looked around 
for a vacant chair. 

“We endeavor to perform some good in this 
life, at two dollars a year, in advance, with a re- 





duction to clubs,” replied the editor, with a 
business-like air, as he hastily surveyed his visitor, 

“ Well, P’ll give youa point for an interesting 
article,’ said the man with the defective optics, 
picking up the shears and harpooning a pile of 
choice exchanges: “I want to clear up several 
vexed questions that have long agitated the 
public mind and formed subjects for newspaper 


controversy. You see before you the first man | 


to suggest the erection of a bridge across the 
East River, uniting New York and Brooklyn in 
the bonds of matrimony, so to speak.” 

“ No?” said the editor, incredulously. 

“Yes, And I was the first man who answered 
Lincoln’s call for seventy-five thousand troops 
to put down the Southern rebellion, and was 
the first to cross the Long Bridge at Washington 
and invade the sacred soil of Virginia.” 

“ That is worth making a note of,” said the 
editor. 

“You're right it is,’ acquiesced the seedy 
man: “and you can also add that I was the 
first man to plant the stars and stripes in Rich- 
mond at the close of the war, and was the first 
to pay a fare to cross the Brooklyn Bridge.” 

“Oh, see here, now! ‘This istoo much. You 
are the 142oth ‘first’ to pay a fare to cross the 
bridge,”’ and the editor wrote down the number. 

“Yes, but I’m the only genuine, Simon-pure 
first. All the others are base imitations. 1 was 
also the first man to nominate Chester A. Arthur 
for Vice-President of the United States, and 
bought the first ticket for Jenny Lind’s concerts 
in this country.” 

“Ts that all ?”’ asked the editor, as his visitor 
hesitated. 

“Qh, no, I’ve scarcely begun. Have you got 
it all down? Well, you may also say that I was 
—and this I consider the greatest honor of all 
— the first man killed on the Union side in the 
late war, as well as the first to commit suicide 
by jumping off the Brooklyn Bri—”’ 

“ And now,” interrupted the editor, suddenly 
rising, and seizing a base-ball bat: “at the next 
newspaper office you visit, you can say that you 
were the first man to get bounced out of the 
Lever office in less than four seconds,” 


br] 


And he was accordingly bounced. ‘Time: 
3% seconds. W. 








OUR SPY POLICE SYSTEM. 
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MASQUERADERS RETURNING HOME? OH, NO! ONLY POLICEMEN IN DISGUISE, TRYING TO DETECT 


A LiQuOR-SELLER BREAKING THE LAW ON SUNDAY. 














THE HENCEFORTHNESS OF THE 
SUBSEQUENTLY. 


By A CONCORD SCHOOL PHILOSOPHER. 





We all know, or profess to know, and it is 
even patent to those who are not cognizant of 
the fact, that in all ages, from the very remotest 
to the zons in the misty future, man has, or has 
not, according to his inalienable rights and 
prerogatives in the premises, through the or- 
ganism of the mind—which connects the under- 
standableness with the intelligibility of the 
dynamic energy of the body—an underlying, 
inherent inclination, on multifarious occasions, 
as if propelled by an unseen force, to seek the 
magnetism and stimulation that is co-existent 
with, and analogous to, a fermentous extraction 
of the plant of the genus humulus. 

This hypothesis may appear novel to many, 
and excite a sensation of Notness in the think- 
ableness of the skeptical; and yet, if the where- 
foreness of the howevermuch governs the gravi- 
tating force proportionate to its elementary 
constituentism, and equally repels the whereas- 
ness of the sophistry whereon is based its com- 
prehensiveness—always admitting that its sub- 
limest possibilities are not negatived by its 
ungelatableness—the deduction is irresistible 
that the organic structure of man is so complex 
and revolutionary that his individuality becomes 
absorbed—that is to say, the humulus fluidness 
acting on the cephalic extremity of the nervous 
system induces the individual thus affected to 
experience a degree of hilarity, not always dis- 
associated with pugnacity, entirely foreign to 
his normal condition otherwisely. 

Having thus clearly demonstrated the which- 
ness of this incontrovertible fact, let us proceed 
to the equally lucid hypothetic proposition that 
the magnitudability of the theory of man’s 
immutability, poisoned, as it has been, by the 
miasma of Evolutionism—disregarding the sub- 
stantial entities emanating from the equilibri- 
umosity of the connection of the Hereness—is 
it, we ask, under these differentiations which per- 
meate the upper strata of Socialism, phenomenal 
that man, wrestling with the awful tangibility of 
the fauces for that lubricating humulus extrac- 
tion, should strike a friend for the wherewithal 
to acquire the maltic lubricant so essential to 
his self-existingness ? 

Thus we have, with quite as much force as 
lucidness, dissected the vital principle of the 
Subsequently in its relation to the Henceforth- 
ness, and shown that man is no ignorant 
bioplast—no mere conglomeration of a hetero- 
geneous Atomic Nothingness, nor an invisible 
invisibility, animated by a Whyness antipodal 
to the existing laws of Materialism; but a 
sentient Something audacious in his audacious- 
ness, and at times as adamantine in his facial 
area as the Rock of Gibraltar—if not more so. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


Now THE runner’s life is checkered 
If he fails to beat the record. 


Now THE maid doth jump and make 
All the wood with echos wake 
When she sees a garter-snake, 





Now THE esthetic maiden ’s seen 

Polishing up the bamboo screen, 

Which shows that summer ’s at last on hand, 
With its straw hat and its German band 


_ That “ Pinafores” on the roaring strand. 





AND Now the restaurateur 
Fully perceives 

The humor of saying, 

Upon a big placard, 

Red-lettered: “Look out for 
Overcoat thieves.” 


















































PUCK. 





COMMENCEMENT EXERCISES AT 
SING SING. 


The sixty-fifth commencement of the Penitentiary of 
Sing Sing took place yesterday. The attendance was 
very large. There was the usual number of bouquets, 
and much interest was manifested in the proceedings. 
Professor Bill Sykes presided, and among those seated 
on the platform were Doctor Red Leary, Doctor Billy 
the Kid, Doctor Joe the Cracksman, and other learned 
gentlemen. 

After singing of the hymn, ‘Stone Walls Do Not a 
Prison Make, nor Iron Bars a Cage,” the Professor in- 
troduced Mr. Bob Lockitt, who pronounced the salutatory 
oration in the purest Thieves’ language. 

Other orations were: ‘‘The Morality of Forgery,” 
Will Crackcrib; ‘Killing No Murder,” Tom Smash- 
skull; «*The Philosophy of Burglary,” Jimmy Swag; 
«« Science in its Relation to Handcuffs,” Nymming Ned; 
«* Progress of Railroading,” Prig Robinson; «* The In- 
famy of Sentences,” Jeremiah Lightfinger. Mr. Light- 
finger was also the valedictorian. 

Professor Bill Sykes then proceeded to confer degrees. 
S. S. Horsey was made a Doctor of Science. Field- 
Marshal Shady, a Bachelor of Science. The degree of 
Civil Engineer was conferred on Jack Sheppard, Bill 
Sykes, jr., and Dynamite Dick. 

Those who obtained diplomas as Masters of Art were 
Messrs. Autolychus, Turpin, Barnwell and Jeremy Did- 
dler. The honorary degrees of LL. D. and Master of 
Science were conferred on the Rev. Secor Robberson. 

After the prizes had been awarded, Professor Sykes 
delivered the following address: 

«« My friends, fellow-burglars, forgers, thieves, cracks- 
men, blackmailers, plunderers, pirates, buccaneers, dead 
beats, confidence men, embezzlers, swindlers, murderers 
and manslaughterers, I congratulate you, one and all, 
especially the large and highly intelligent graduating-class 
of this noble university. I congratulate you because you 
belong to an institution of learning that has but few equals 
in this country. A man who graduates here is made for 
life, a man who graduates in other colleges is often ruined 
for life. We admit only students who have shown 
bravery and intellectual capacity. The world usually 
hears of men who claim Sing Sing as their Alma Mater, 
while Harvard and Yale graduates are absorbed in the 
vortex of nonentity. This must necessarily be the case 


by our course of study, which ranges from a year to 


twenty years, according to the ability of the student. I, 
as Professor of Burglary, have had unusual facilities for 
judging of the immeasurable superiority of Sing Sing, 
wherein men are really fitted for life’s labor, It is no 
mean element in the calculations of prudent parents that 
their sons can live here in peace and comfort for years, 
and then go forth into the world fully equipped to fight 
the battle of life, Andthen, wherein we differ from other 
educational institutions, is in the fact that so richly en- 
dowed is this university that we are always ready to re- 
ceive with open arms any of our alumni for an unlimited 
number of years, as well as any of their friends. Rooms 
are ever at their disposal, and free board, likewise. It is 
not necessary for me to plead for this college. The 
whole country knows of its existence. A graduate of it 
is always a marked man. He can go nowhere without 
being reminded of the honor. Let the good work go on. 
The college has a noble history, a building that cannot 
be surpassed, an unlimited constituency, a choice body 
of alumni, a large number of whom are masters and 
equal to professors in the several departments of study. 
May Sing Sing continue to make aspiring burglars—great 
burglars, ambitious murderers—monumental murderers, 
smart pickpockets, enterprising thieves, forgers, em- 
bezzlers and bank-robbers.” 








PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 


The theatres are shutting up one after another, but a 
few are still open, just to afford the necessary amusement 
to the New Yorkers who remain in town, and visitors 
from the country who take advantage of the hot weather 
to see the city in the unfashionable season. But the 
CASINO is open with «¢ The Queen’s Lace Handkerchief,” 
which is getting toward its two-hundred-and-fiftieth per- 
formance, although it is soon to be supplanted by 
Strauss’s ‘* Prince Methusalem.” ‘Two Christmas 
Eves” is announced at the SAN FRANCISCO OPERA 
House. If it proves as funny and as entertaining as 
‘“* A Bunch of Keys,” it will be good for everybody all 
round. 

The Bryou OpERA Houss still carries its « Pop,” with 
Mr. John A. Mackay and Miss Kate Castleton; but they 
are not going to give us the benefit of their society for 
more than a week or two longer. ‘ The Rajah,” at the 
MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, does not afford us an oppor- 
tunity of saying anything new about it. It is still bright 
and beautiful. The theatre is delightfully cool, and the 
play will run just so long as the management sees fit to 





THE LOGIC OF CHIVALRY. 
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‘«‘ The mudsills say we ain’t got no respect for the Law, Major. It’s a foul calumny, sah. J hev a respect 
for the Law, sah. I kill a mudsill, in a gen’lemanly way, and the Law acquits me, don’t it? Why should n’t 


I hev a respect for the Law, sah?” 








keep it on the stage. Mr. A. C. Gunther’s new melo- 
dramatic comedy is entitled « Strictly Business,’”’ and is 
advertised at HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH STREET THE- 
ATRE. We have not yet seen it, but shall absorb the 
sentiment and humor in its five acts at our leisure. 








Auswers for the Aurious. 


HASELTINE.—Take her to Coney. 


A. W., Washington,—Not of sufficient popular in- 
terest. 


G. F. W., New Orleans.— Will notice the book when 
it arrives, 


J. JAy.—It is waiting for you at our office. It wants 
to go home. 


T. M., Baltimore.—You did not rise quite early 
enough, this trip. 


E. L. T., Worcester.—Our remarks on green apple 
literature apply also to clams. 


H. L. B.—What we say to the green apple man and 
the clam man we say also to you. 


TRAVELER.—It is a bad thing to drink on a railway 
journey, especially to drink to excess. 


U. P. T.—Don’t trouble yourself further. We can’t 
make a connection—not on your present basis of art. 


E. F. G.—No, we can’t use those Puckerings. They 
are so old that you ought to use them to season wood 
with. 


T. W. S., Fitchburgh.—If it wasn’t against our rules, 
we should send your article back to you, so that you 
might pick a nice quiet spot to bury it in. 


M. B., Elmira.—All the green apple literature we 
want we can produce right 1n this office. When we are 
in need of outside assistance, we will let you know. 


J. R. G., Chicago.—Yes, we have a pretty effective 
«« strange story ” man; but be never pretended to be able 
to lie as brilliantly and steadily as a Chicago paper. He 
is only an ordinary plain professional liar. 








CULTURE IN THE gist. 





HEADQUARTERS SEVENTY-First INFANTRY, 
. NATIONAL GUARD, NEW YORK, 


State Camp Peekskill 
New York, Jun 21 188 
7Ist Regt N. G. S. Y. 


Editor Puck. 


The Regt” was call out of its tents by the Col” at 1 
am. long roll if you could get up a cartoon of a Drum 
Major with big Hemlet and a Night shirt’on you woul 
have a pictur of Nat T Jenk the snorer of our camp. 
this is the way he cam out the regt” in 5—10—& 20. the 
Gen” Toylie & Brigs said it was too good to let Pass. 
so send you this Discription. 

Respect John B Scott 
ord sergt S N Y. 

















SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. 





How THE HOTEL-KEEPERS ARE PREPARING FOR THE 
SEASON, 





NEwpoktT will charge ten cents a glass for beer this 
season, ; 





At the White Mountains, bathing-suits will be rented 
by the hour this summer. 


Bock IsLAND is booming, and the clams are wearing 
piqué scarfs and horse-shoe pins. 





Boston, Mass., has cleaned out its frog-pond, and 
hopes to attract many visitors in search of a quiet rural 
retreat. 





THE Long Branch hackmen are now being sheathed 
with extra heavy brass plates, in anticipation of an un- 
usually busy season, 





SKENEATELES, N. Y., will have a new hitching-post 
this season, which will put it in the front rank of fash- 
ionable summer-resorts. 


THE Mosquito Hotel out on the Jersey Flats will not 
be opened this season, as it has been converted into a 
fever-and-ague factory. _ 


THE Berkshire Hills will be well supplied with bowling- 
alleys this season. It isalso stated that the Long Branch 
sea-serpent has been engaged to appear in the Berkshire 
Hills at least once a week. 





THE Catskills are located just where they were last 
year, and the hotels will charge about the same rates. 
Ice will be put in the lemonade, not so much to cool it 
as to fill the tumbler. 





The International Review has issued a double num- 
ber, covering May and June, owing to changes in the 
style of the magazine, which, in its new form, will be 
hurled into the reading world next month. Mr. William 
Ralston Balch is its editor, and promises to make the 
publication brilliant, and to keep it fully up to the times. 
There are articles by Francis J. Lippitt, S. J. Harrison, 
Albert Leffingwell and other competent writers, and 
there is a very effective half-page Lydia E. Pinkham ad- 
vertisement in the back of the magazine. 


Mrs. Martha J. Lamb sticks to the subject with which 
she is best acquainted—American history. The ///us- 
trated Magazine of American History, issued by the His- 
torical Publication Co., 30 Lafayette Place, continues to 
appear with notable regularity. It will prove a valuable 
work for reference. 


We have but dipped into Mr. James Kennedy’s 
«* Poems on Scottish and American Subjects,” published 
by L. D. & J. A. Robertson, 60 Barclay Street, and we 
find them readable. It is Burns as a stock company in 
the clutches of Mr. Jay Gould—watered. 
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PET PHRASES 


WuicH We Hope NEVER To SEE AGAIN IN THE 
CoLuMNS OF OuR ESTEEMED CONTEMPORARIES. 





Mine host. 

On the /apis. 
The softer sex. 
’Prentice hand. 
Golden opinions. 


——_—— 


A host of friends. 





The fair débutante. 





His own sweet will, _ 





The dastard villain. 





Filthy blackguards. 





The public at large. 





Terrible loss of life. 





A dim religious light. 





Put in an appearance. 





The world of fashion. 





Equal to the occasion. 





We are free to confess. 





Had an enjoyable time. 





Discoursed sweet music. 





Offers many advantages. 





Brought down the house. 





lf those walls could speak. 





Hurled back into his teeth. 





We see no reason to believe. 





The remains will be interred. 





The sacred rite of matrimony. 





A large and brilliant audience. 





etween Scylla and Charybdis. 





Both men were badly punished. 





A shocking scandal in high life. 





A thunderbolt out of a clear sky. 





It is in the author’s happiest vein, 





The band discoursed popular airs. 





Loud and long-continued applause. 





A foul blot upon modern civilization. 





It is whispered in society circles that— 





One of the most prominent merchants, 





Considerable curiosity has been excited. 





Called for the interference of the police. 





Our space does not permit further reference— 








remained aloof. | 





During this conversation 





Brought to a realizing sense of the situation. 





A daring robbery was committed in broad 
daylight. 





-—— won the plaudits of the audience by his 
magnificent rendition of —— 





The piano used on this occasion was from 
the celebrated manufactory of—— 





When the two men stood up for the first 
round, the disparity in their size was manifest. 








W. G. O. A. P. 





As SOON as the spring-time pullet ’s ripe— 
Spring-time pullet, 
Spring-time pullet, 

Down goes the little boy on the 
Cholera bullet, 

Cholera bullet— 
Spring-time pullet, 
Cholera bullet. 





Now THE patent- 
Medicine man 

Getteth up a 
Pasteboard fan; 

And he gives the 
Same away, 

All upon a 
Summer’s day, 

For to make the 
People glad 

And to work his 
Little “ad.” 





Now THE farmer low doth stoop, 
And he rather seems to droop, 
And his back 
Seems to crack 
While he slugs, 
While he slugs 





Hundreds of potato-bugs. 


A REASONABLE PRAYER. 


CourT OF SCHLOPPER SCHLOPPEN, 
EvuRopE, June 21st, 1883. } 
Dear Puck:—I ama poor European diplomat. 
Metaphorically speaking, I come to you on my 
knees and with tears in my eyes to beg a favor. 
Will you please ask the Herald to stop inter- 
viewing all these great political personages. If 
it don’t, my “ occupation ’s gone.” For, if Cab 
inets find that they can have all the State secrets 
for three cents, they ain’t likely to go to the 
expense of keeping up Corps Diplomatiques. 
Already I feel a growing coldness between 
me and the Government I represent here; in- 
deed, in a dispatch I received the other day, it 
was politely hinted that my services would not 
be required much longer. And I am told by a 
friend that is at home that now every Minister 
may be seen going about with acopy of the 
Herald stuck in his coat-tail, which occasionally 
he will pull out, as if through some irresistible 
fascination, and pore over at street corners with 
rapt attention. So I am reduced to despair. 
Is it fair—is it kind of the Hera/d thus to blight 
the prospects of a numerous body of honest 
gentlemen (with wives and families, moreover,) 
who never did it any harm? 
Why does the Hera/d want to rule Europe ? 
I know it can do it; but a paper which has 
heretofore distinguished itself by such stu- 
pendous and dazzling exploits should be above 
stooping to direct affairs in a few decayed old 
monarchies, Besides, (oh, happy thought!) has 
it not Boss Kelly to attend to just at its door? 
But arguments such as these, if directed to 
the mighty journal in question, would have but 
little weight, unless backed up by your influence. 
Therefore I again appeal to you, dear Puck, 
with vehemence the most petitionary, to help 
me, and through me my brother diplomats, 
Ask the Herald, please—please not to inter- 
view any more kings or advisers of kings—or 
if it must (for the sake of not offending its 
readers by appearing to drop the practice too 
suddenly) interview one man, let that man be 
Prince Bismarck. If you do this, I promise to 
have a dukedom conferred on you. 
Yours, ADOLPHUS SILKWORM. 








A HINT TO 


‘ \ il 


CITY 


<< 
——=— 














=3a5Se, 

al eS 

—<— = os « ay 
= | 


whl 


weet eee 
“ —- 
WN 


BOARDING-HOUSE KEEPERS. 
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FARMER HOST :—* Yess, str, AS LONG AS THIS ’ERE BLOCK AND MALLET HOLD OUT THERE WON’T 


BE NO TOUGH MEAT IN THIS BOARDIN’-HOUSE!” 
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THE MARCH OF SCIENCE. 
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HOW PUCK PROPOSES TO UTILIZE THE POUND. 








RIDING FOR REPUTATION. 





One morning, a short while after Dr. Dahl- 
beck settled in Buttonville, he said to his wife, 
at the breakfast-table: 

“My dear, I am out of patients. What shall 
I do?” 

Now, the fact that Dr. Dahlbeck was out of 
patients was not at all strange. In the first 
place, it was his disposition to be so when every- 
thing was not as fair as a summer morning, and, 
in the second place, he was a young doctor, and 
young doctors are always out of patients. So 
Mrs. Dahlbeck said: 

“ George, dear, it is just as 1 expected. You 
know I told you how it would be when you 
first began to practise; and I also told you the 
remedy for it—don’t you remember ?”” 

Dr. Dahlbeck scratched his head reflectively. 

“Oh, yes!” he exclaimed, brightening up: 
“JT do remember. You said I must harness up 
and ride around the country like mad, and 
change my horse three times a day, and wear a 
big mud-splashed coat, and look anxious and 
full of business whenever I met anybody—eh ?”” 

“Precisely!” assented little Mrs. Dahlbeck, 
with a smile: “Isaid you must ride for repu- 
tation. ‘That’s the way doctors get up a big 
practice.” 

“Well, Pll do it!’? exclaimed the Doctor, 
enthusiastically, rising up with such ardent 
haste that he tilted the table and slid a dish of 
eggs and a plate of flapjacks into his wife's lap: 
“Tl do it to-day! [ll make those horses per- 
spire now!”’ 

The boy was sent out to harness, and Dr. 
Dahlbeck got into his biggest and roughest 
overcoat, and, when the narrow buggy was 
brought up to the block, he rushed out of the 
house, medicine-case in hand, slamming the 
door, and shouting directions to Mrs. Dahl- 
beck: 

“Have those bandages ready, now, when I 
come back, Nelly--and don’t forget—say— 
don’t forget to fill those vials with quinine!” 

“Got a call, I guess?’ queried the store- 
keeper opposite. 

“Call ?—why, man! d’ye s’pose I’d be run- 
ning around in this fashion if [ hadn’t? Hi, 
there, Bess! hi!” 

Away went the Doctor in his light buggy, the 
big balls of mud rattling on his stiff hat and 
clinging to his rough overcoat. He turned the 
corner by the school-house, and disappeared 
from sight. Mrs. Dahlbeck, at the window, 
smiled knowingly, and went about her morn- 
ing’s work, 

At eleven o’clock the Doctor returned, one 





complete mosaic of dried and fresh mud from 
head to foot. Bess, the trim little mare, was 
reeking with sweat and white with lather, and 
her sleek sides heaved painfully as she dashed 
into the yard. ‘The store-platform, just across 
the road, was covered with the usual comple- 
ment of village loafers and transitory trades- 
people. 

“ Harness up the other horse!” shouted the 
Doctor, as the boy came running out of the 
barn. Then he jumped from the buggy with 
his medicine-case and plunged into the house. 

In ten minutes he was off again, helter-skelter, 
in the opposite direction. ‘The mud flew, the 
stiff hat rattled, and all the worthy people won- 
dered who was so sick as to be foolish enough 
to give the young doctor a call, At one o’clock 
back he came, plastered with clay, and urging 
his iaded horse with whip and rein, “ Have 
Bess ready in half-an-hour!”’ he called to the 
boy, as he stamped into the house. 

“ Well—did you meet anybody?” asked 
Mrs. Dahlbeck, as they sat down to dinner. 

“‘ Not a soul! not a soul!” groaned the Doc- 
tor: “ Road’s a foot deep with mud, and half 
the bridges are carried away. But I didn’t go 
far this morning. Ill take an old stretcher this 
afternoon!” 

The Doctor climbed into the buggy in just 
half-an-hour from the time he alighted there- 
from, and started off with more than his former 
display. 

“ Wal, I do believe he’s got a call now, after 
all!’ ejaculated the old store-keeper; and as the 
village people saw the old mud-plastered coat 


| and hat go by again, they began to think that 


the young doctor was more of a practitioner 
than they had given him credit for. 

Dr. Dahlbeck rode over the hill by the church, 
and took the road branching to the left. It 
was comparatively new to him—as, indeed, was 
most of the outlying country in the vicinity of 
Buttonville—but, as he said, “a man must pick 
out the way he should go, and when he comes 
back he will not depart from it.” 

So he rode on and on, and the afternoon be- 
gan to wane. ‘I'wice, three times, four times, 
five times he branched off upon new roads, and 
turned and twisted through ravines and around 


the foot of hills, going wherever he saw a | 


house, and driving like a post-carrier whenever 
he thought anybody was looking at him. Sud- 
denly he became aware that the sun was fast 
verging to his rest, that the coolness of early 
spring twilight was coming on, and that he was 
far, far from the comfortable home where he 
was wont to spend the declining hours of the day. 

“Whoa, Ben!” he-cried, in dismay, and the 
little mare gladly stopped. 


“ Well, where am I, anyway ?”’ quoth the Doc- 
tor: “Am I in. Buttonville, or not?” 

The question was as futile as the interroga- 
tory exclamation of the little woman in the nurs- 
ery ballad, who, bereft while asleep of a large 
portion of her essential garment by the greed 
of a peripatetic vender of small wares, returned 
home, and doubted her identity, because, for- 
sooth, her small cur dog barked at her. 


«¢ Lack-a-mercy on me, this is none of I!” 


Dr. Dahlbeck, alas, was reduced to the same 
disheartening skepticism with respect to topo- 
graphical identity. He knew where he was, 
but he didn’t know where where he was was! 
Well, here was a melancholy state of affairs! 
A busy doctor like him, miles and miles away 
from home, lost on a muddy road, and out of 
patients! 

To add to his embarrassment, a sudden April 
shower came drifting up, and he knew that his 
wheel-tracks would soon be effaced by the sharp 
| pouring of the rain, With great difficulty he 

turned his buggy round, and jogged as fast as 
he could on the back track. In five minutes 
he met the shower, and in ten minutes more he 
came to a cross-roads—no house in sight, and 
the tracks of the wheels forever blotted out. 
The Doctor was wet through, the Doctor was 
anxious and a little bit scared—the Doctor was 
out of patients. 

He stood up in his buggy and peered into 
the gathering shadows. No house, no wayfarer, 
no landmark; he was lost, /os/, and there was 
no use trying to deny it. He sat undecided in 
the rain for a few minutes, and then chose one 
of the cross-roads and went on. He drove 
for a mile, and then came to a stick in the 
middle of the road with a shingle nailed to it. 
He dismounted and read the legend thereon: 

“ BRIG GON,” 

Wearily he turned and retraced his course. 
The rain continued to pour; the Doctor was 
hungry and cold; the little mare refused to go 
faster than a walk. When he reached the cross- 
roads again it was pitch dark; but he chose 
another of them and drove slowly on, By-and- 
by he came to a ravine; then the road wound 
around a hill; then there was another ravine. 
A disagreeable suspicion forced itself on the 
Doctor’s mind—he was traveling the same road 
where he had first discovered that he was lost! 
Suspicion became certainty, as he saw dimly 
by the roadside a tall and ghostly pile of stones, 
at which his mare had shied in the early even- 
ing. 

The Doctor was well nigh discouraged. He 
sat for several minutes in his buggy, undecided 
what to do next. Finally he turned the mare 
about once more, and drove slowly back along 
the road. The rain had stopped now, but it 
was as dark as ever and growing colder. Sud- 
denly a faint gleam of light broke the gloom. 
The Doctor leaned eagerly forward and watched 
it. It wavered to and fro, now seemingly ex- 
tinguished and again flashing out, stronger than 
before. Could it be—yes, it must be a lan- 
tern! The Doctor urged the little mare forward. 
She broke into a spiritless trot that soon sub- 
sided into a walk again. The light seemed to 

| be passing by at right angles to the Doctor’s 

course. It was evidently nearing the cross-roads 
| —perhaps somebody was on his way to the vil- 
'lage. The Doctor stood up in his buggy and 
shouted: 

“ Hallo, there! hallo-o-o!”’ 

The light continued to move on. 

“ Hallo-o-o/ Wait for me. I am lost!” 

With infinite relief he saw that the gleam o. 
light ceased moving and remained glaring 
brightly down the road, as he whipped up his 
tired steed. When he drew near, he saw a 
small boy standing ankle-deep in the mud, his 
trousers rolled up to his knees, and the lantern 
light glistening on his bare legs. 
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“Well, well!” said Doctor Dahlbeck: “ what 
are you doing here this time of night ?” 

“What be you doin’ ?” asked the boy, coolly. 

“ Why, I—I’m a doctor.” 

“ Thought you said you was lost ?”” 

“ Well, I—I am, to tell the truth.” 

“Pretty sort of a doctor, you be!” remarked 
the boy, contemptuously. 

“ Where do you want to go to?” 

“ Why, to Buttonville,” replied Dr. Dahlbeck: 
“Can you direct me to Buttonville ?”’ 

“ No, Ican’t,’” answered the boy: ‘“Too many 
turns. But I’m goin’ there myself, and you can 
ride along of me, if you want to.” 

This delicate hint the Doctor was not slow 
to take, in his «anxiety for a guide, and he bade 
the boy climb up into the buggy and direct 
him where to drive. The boy pointed out 
what seemed to the Doctor the least likely of 
the cross-roads, and they jogged along, mile 
after mile, now turning to the right hand and 
now to the left, until at last, to the Doctor’s 
great delight, they came to the top of a hill, 
and saw, as he supposed, the lights of the village 
shining below them. 

“ No—that ain’t the village,’’ said the boy, 
with much surprise: “The village is beyend the 
next hill, Them must be people with lanterns 
—look at em move!” . 

Sure enough, the little village of lights was 
wavering to and fro in a very unsteady manner 
for a sober New England hamlet. 

“By George! I'll bet they are out looking 
for me!’’ exclaimed the Doctor, anxiously: “If 
Nellie’s been and told, now—” 

He did not finish the sentence. 
raised from below. 

“ Hallo, Dahlbeck—that you? Hallo!” 

“They’re after you!” said the boy, with a 
chuckle. 

“T say, boy,” cried the Doctor, nervously: 


Voices were 


“What do you want to keep still about this | 


business—how much ?” 

“JT ain’t to be bribed,” answered the boy: 
“T ain’t oneo’ thatkind. But I won’t say any- 
thing, if you say so.” 

“That’s right—don’t, don’t,’ pleaded the 
Doctor. 


They drove slowly down the hill, and entered | 


the crowd of men. 

“Wal, here you be!’’ cried the store-keeper, 
flashing his lantern in the Doctor’s face: “ Your 
wife ’s ’most dead with fright. She let out the 
hull thing, and ev’ry man in the village is out 
lookin’ arter ye.” 

“ Oh the !? the Doctor was going to say, 
but he clinched his teeth and tried to look as 
pleasant as possible: ‘Was called further than 
I expected, gentlemen,” he said: “ It is terribly 
bad going.” 

The store-keeper, who was walking with his 
hand on the dashboard, turned around and 
winked to his companions, and a good-natured 
laugh went up, in which Dr. Dahlbeck was fain 
to join. 

“ Nellie, Nellie!’ he exclaimed, when he 
reached home, and his wife flung herself upon 
his bosom: “ you have ruined my prospects.” 

““Oh no, Doctor,” she answered: ‘ you were 
riding for reputation, and you—you have got 
it!” PAUL PASTNOR, 











“ HAWKEYE” DOT. 





A LITTLE two-grain Quinine Pill was walking 
down Main Street, the other day, when it saw 
a plumber’s Soldering Tool going down on the 
other side. 

“Come over here on the sunny side of the 
street!’ called the little Quinine Paull. 

“And catch the ague?” answered the cau- 
tious Soldering Tool: ‘Not much; I am a bird 
of prey myself. How’s business ?”’ 

“ Market ’s a little shaky this spring,” replied 





the little Quinine Pill: “but we are in hopes it 


will go all to pieces before the first of June. 
How’s times with you ?” 

“ Bully!” said the Soldering ‘Tool: ‘“ the bot- 
tom ’s dropped clean out of everything. But 
why don’t you come around and see us oftener ? 
What’s got into you?” - 

“Oh, a little of everything except quinine,” 
said the little Quinine Pill: “and that’s gone 
up so high since the tax and duty were taken 
off it, we don’t touch it any more. Dogwood 
bark ’s good enough for us. Where are you go- 
ing this summer ?” 

“Qh, a little of everywhere,” replied the 
Soldering Tool: “The old man bought a steam- 
yacht right after the last cold snap, and we’re 
all going to travel.”’ 

And the Soldering Tool aimed a vicious kick 
at the hand-saw that was walking a ten-hour 
match through hard pine for two dollars. 

“We are going to the mountains,” said the 
little Quinine’ Pill, drawing scornfully away 
from a five-hundred-collar poem that was meekly 
walking up-street to sacrifice itself in the poet’s 
corner for three dollars and a copy of the pa- 
per: “ Master built a private drawing-room car 
during our run on pneumonia, and we are go- 
ing out West to look up a new name for the old 
liver-pad, and he is going down into New 
England to hunt up a new disease to fit it. The 
old reliable house of Mortar & Pestle is going 
to boom next season, and don’t you forget that.” 
~ “The old man invented a new kind of pen 


last winter,” said the Soldering ‘Tool: ‘he calls | 


it the ‘ bill-pen;’? makes the figure 1 look just 
like a g every time.” 

But just then they met the Ice Pick going to 
the bank, and the Soldering Tool took off his 
hat and shaded his eyes with his hand, while 
the little Quinine Pill bowed until his sugar-coat 
swept the sidewalk. With a haughty inclina- 
tion of the head, the Ice Pick went on its way 
to deposit one hundred and seventy-five thou- 








l 
| 
| 


sand dollars, while an humble Hay Rake, who , 


had come to town to buy a pair of fifty-cent 
overalls and a ten-cent chip hat, froze to death 
in its awful shadow as it passed by.—R. /. Bur- 
delle, 








NOVELTY OF FASHION. 





WHAT THE YOUNG LADIES WEAR Next THEIR 
HEARTS. 








‘THERE was an elephant once who knew how 
to play the piano, and used to travel with a cir- 
cus in a foreign land. One day, when he was 
just going to play the march from “ Faust” on 
a new piano, he suddenly paused and began to 
weep bitterly. 

“What is the matter with you, Caliban?” 
asked his keeper. 

The elephant pointed with his trunk to the 
ivory keys. The poor brute had recognized the 
teeth of his mother.—Quintus Horatius Flaccus, 
in Pittsburgh Dispatch, about B. C. 14. 


RELIGION is no consolation to the summer- 
resort landlord who has worked like a galley- 


slave for two months to get his hotel in shape, | 


only to have it burn the day it was to be opened. 
In fact, irreligion, freely expressed, seems to 
best assuage his grief.— Boston Post. 





Miss JENNY Marks, of Baltimore, won a 
sewing-machine by making a guess at the num- 
ber of pills in a bottle in a window. There 
were twenty-five thousand one hundred pills 
in the bottle, and she guessed twenty-five thou- 
sand one hundred and ninety. ‘lhere were 
over five thousand guesses, and the worst one 
was a guess of nine millions. ‘The man who 
guessed nine millions was one of those fellows 
who get their education by reading gas-meters. 
—WN. O. Picayune. 


It is with pleasure that we note the new ac- 
quisition to our post-office, in the person of Mr. 
Bb, A. Cooper, son of our genial townsman, Col- 
B. Y. Cooper. The young man has just re- 
turned from college, where he acquitted him- 
self with honor. He is of an elegant tempera- 
ment, moral in the highest degree, neither 
“smokes, chews nor drinks,’ and we express 
the hope that he will fill the place with honor 
to himself and credit to the community.—Opa- 
lika (Ala.) Times. 


Sap the civilian, as he saw the cordiality 
between the boston soldiers and their Southern 
guests: 

“And these are the men our soldiers were 
trying to lick a few years ago, and now see how 
they respect them!” 

And an old veteran replied: 

“ Hang it, sir; you’d respect ’em if you’d 
been there and seen how hard they were to lick.” 
—Boston Post. 


HENRY WarD BEECHER, last evening, in dis- 
cussing the Sunday-school lesson for to-morrow, 
said: ; 

“There is more force in half-an-ounce of 
powder, well rammed down and fired through a 
‘gun-barrel, than in a kegful exploded in the air.” 

That’s a forcible assertion, but the man who 
sat on the keg of powder previous to its explo- 
sion would prefer to have held the gun instead. 
—N. ¥. Commercial Advertiser. 

“‘ How does yer little boy come on?” asked 
Whangdoodle Baxter of a member of his flock. 

“He am de cutest little cuss you ebber seed. 
He can swar like a trooper, chews terbacker, 
ties tin pans to dogs’ tails, and—” 

“Does he ’tend school ?” 

“Why, Parson, he’s too young to ’tend school. 
He ain’t growed enough to larn nuffin yet.”— 
Texas Siftings. 


WHEN you observe a man come down to 
business looking as if the world were all a dreary 
blank before him and he apparently thinking 
whether, after all, life is really worth the living, 
you can make up your mind that man thought 
he would be smart and push a lawn-mower an 
hour before breakfast that morning. It always 
works ‘that way.—Lowell Citizen. 


It’s a cold day all the time at the North Pole, 


‘and that is the reason so many explorers are 


left.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


WANTED—A small but vigorous electric bat- 
tery to galvanize for the coming campaign. 
S. J. T., this office.—Adv.—Life, 


© SIORIA. 
It is a fact there is no ‘* may be,” 
Mothers’ milk can’t save the baby, 
While CASTORIA digests their food, 
Cures all their pains and makes them good. 
CASTORIA hai ! from East to West, 
For children thrive and mothers rest. 








Parties troubled with skin diseases say Swayne’s Oint- 
ment is the most pleasant and most certain cure. 





Second Edition! Second Edition! 
“PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 
64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
pas By Mail to Any Part of the World, Thirty Cents. 
_ NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 

To Amsure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS Puck. 
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There are people who CAN- 
NOT ORIGINATE, but DO 
IMITATE. Therefore, 


Those who wish to 
obtain the 


CNUING 


BRAWN 


INGER 


Must see that the Bot- 
tle has on it 


=< 7 


Tht Mark Labels 


- In Black, White and Red, 
with Signature. 
il. In Blue, Black and White, 
with Dose and Directions. 


ill. Steel Engraved Label, with 
Head of WASHINGTON in centre, 
and Signature. 


The Bottle is Wrapped in Blue, 
and is Flask-Shaped or Oval. 


Frederick Brown, 


Philadelphia. 



















































WAV" hatin hn eee 


for the Million. 


The largest assortment in the World from the smallest to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 
rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in reach 
— — ——— in Diamonds. 

n article of Jewelry is the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. ” lita 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
363 Canal Street, New York. 


Price list free, 








CUSTOM TAILORING. 


Light, Durable Fabrics for Summer Wear. 
MODERATE PRICES. 


MUL, Whe Tal 


Sao BroaArCwAaAawy S2o. 
139—151 BOWERY. 


Samples and Sere-measuReMENT chart mailed on application. 
BRANCH STORES IN AtL PRINCIPAL CiTIRS. 





HE 


“Yes, we need a good lad,” said the lawyer 
to a young applicant: “and I think you will 
suit. Who do you live with ?” 

“ With my dear ma,” 

“ What does she do ?” 

«‘ Prays and takes in washing.” 

“What will you do with your wages ?”’ 

“Give it all to dear ma for the missionary 
cause.” 

“ What do you do evenings ?” 

“ Read hymns and verses to dear ma,” 

“ And on Sundays?” 

« Attend Sunday-school.”’ 

“If you should find a nickel on the office- 
floor, what would you spend it for ?”’ 

“T would not spend it, for that would be sin- 
ful; I would restore it to the owner.” 

«“ When sent on an errand, would you stop to 
play marbles or to wallup another boy ?” 

“No, sir, for ma says that playing marbles 
leads to gambling, and that our little fists were 
never made to punch each other’s eyes out.” 

“Little boy, you are too fearfully and ago- 
nizingly good for the legal profession. You 
should step right back into the middle of the 
Sunday-school library book, where you evi- 
dently came from. We will endeavor to wrestle 
with the stormy road before us without your 
pious help. You may retire.” 

“You don*t want me ?” 

“he.” 

“Sure I wouldn’t suit you ?’’ 

“ Very!” 

“ Well, Ill go home and give the old woman 
fits! She stuck to it like bricks and made me 
learn all this gaff. I knew you didn’t want a 
measly little miff around the office, but she 
would have her own way. Sorry, boss; good-by.” 

“Hold on! So you’re a real live boy, after 
all ?” 

“T reckon.” 

“We'll chance you. 
nine. Four dollars a week. 
busy.” 

That boy made a good lawyer.—/ohn Albro, 
in Elmira Advertiser. 


MADE A GOOD LAWYER. 


Come to-morrow at 
Now go. I’m 





*Humanity’s great hope for the future is alone 
to be realized inimproved conditions of matrimony. 
What a profound obligation does this fact involve! 
Those who realize the responsibility can hardly do 
better than take advice from Mrs. Lydia E. Pink- 
ham whose wonderful remedies for the cure of all 
diseases peculiar to women are so justly celebrat- 
ed. Send for pamphlet. 





LUNDBORC’S PERFUMES, 
EDENIA AND MARECHAL NIEL ROSE. 





72 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly outfit free. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue free 
to agents. Tue G. A. Harper Mr. Co., Cleveland, O. 


Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 

RUS 


B HES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 
COMP. IVORY MFG. CO. 


251 Centre St. 
=e Send for the Jumbo Catalogue. 
















DOSSONS 


TENT OPEN BA Cie 















LYON & HEALY, State and Monroe Streets, CHICAGO, 
Will send prepaid to any address their Illustrated Price List of 
atest le Banjos. 
., Just the instrument for Picnics, Camping Parties, Summer Evening 
Serenades, etc. Now the rage in best society. Price , $3 and upward. 


To any suffering with Catarrh cr Bronchitis who earne 
oxtly desire relief, I cam furnish a means o: Pormanent 
and Positive Cure. A Homo Treatment. No charge for 
consultation by mail. Valuable Treatise Free. Cortifi- 
cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Business-men, 


Address Rev, 7. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio, 








**Towe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humilating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Cuticura REMEDIES. 

CuticurA REsotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispenssble in treating Skin 
—* Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 

kin. 

Cuticura Remepies are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 certs; Soap, 25 cent ; 
Resolvent, $1. Porter DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


HOTEL KAATERSKILL, 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS. 


Third Season opens June 26th. All Rail Route from New York. 
For terms, etc., address: FE. A. GILLETT, 
237 Broadway, New York. 


[Who may be seen personally at Windsor Hotel, New York 
City, on Tuesdays.] 


TE MANGATTAN 


FOR JULY 
CONTAINS: 


PRINCETON COLLEGE CAMPUS FROM MAIN STREET. 
Frontispiece. 
PRINCETON COLLEGE. Illustrated. By Henry J. Van Dyke, 


r. 
BRATRIX RANDOLPH. Chapters I. and II. A Story. By 
ulian Hawthorne, 
THE RATTLESNAKE, By Ernest Ingersoll. 
HER PRICE. The first part of a Story. By Philip Bourke 
Marston. 
A NATIONAL NEED AND ITS BUSINESS SUPPLY. Dy 
Clarence Gordon. 
PROFESSOR JOVANNY’S FUNERAL. A Silhouet‘e. By Ed- 
ward I, Stevenson. 
TEMPLE COURT. By Cornelius Mathews. 
A FORTUNATE ESCAPE, A Dramatic Monologue. 
liam H. Rideing. 
ee OF MEDICAL ETHICS. By F. I’. Sturgis, 
. ., 








By Wil- 


POEMS. By Nora Perry, Geo. Edgar Montgomery, John Vance 
Cheney, E. A. Grozier, Samuel W. Duffield, ¥. D. Storey, W. 
J. Henderson, and Waldo Messaros. 

RECENT LITERATURE, TOWN TALK. 

SALMAGUNDI. Country Adventure in High Life. Illustrated. 





The August number will contain a profusely illustrated article 
on Florence, the continuation ef *‘ Beatrix Randolph,”’ and the 
conclusion of ‘* Her Price.”’ ; 

$3.00 a year, postage free; 25 cemts a number. Published at 


TEMPLE COURT, NEW YORK CITY. 


THE ORGUINEITE 








Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


{T IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Cone may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK, 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co, 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aa Send for Circular 
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WE SHOULD HELP ONE ANOTHER. 

Mr. Norman Hont, of No. 169 Chestnut St., Spring- 
field, Mass., writes April 10, 1883, saying: 

“ Having the affliction caused by kidney and liver dis- 
eases, and after enduring the aches, pains, weakness 
and depression incident thereto until body and soul 
were nearly distracted, I sought for relief and a cure 
from my trouble, and was to'd by a friend who had been 
cured by it himself, that the best and only sure cure was 
Hunt’s Remedy, and upon his recommendation I com- 
menced taking it, and the first few doses improved my 
condition in a very marked manner, and a continuance of 
its use has justified all that my friends claim for it—that 
it was a sure and permanent cure for all diseases of the 
kidneys and liver. Several of my friends in Springfield 
have used it with the most gratifying results and I fee] 
it my duty as well as a pleasure to me to recommend 
Hunt’s Remedy in the highest possible terms.” 


—_—— 


MANUFACTURER’S TESTIMONY. 

Mr. Hi. W. Payne, manufacturer of harness, saddlery, 
trunks, valises, etc., No. 477 Main Street, Springfield, 
Mass., writes us under date of April 10, 1883:— 

GENTLEMEN—I have used Hunt’s Remedy, the best 
medicine for diseases of the kidneys, liver, bladder and 
urinary organs, and have received great benefit to my 
health from its use, and I find that it will do just what 
is claimed for it; it will cure disease and restore health. 
I therefore pronounce it the best medicine that I have 
ever used. 


A 0 New and Beautiful CHROMO CARDS, 





name in New ‘I: pe, a'd an ELEGANT 48 vave, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUTGGRAPH ALBUM, all 


for 15 cts, SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 

Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
;° stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 

THE POPE MFG, CQ., 

J 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 

New York RipinG-ScHooL, 214 E. 34th St. 
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ey DESK 


solNTSTYLOCRAPHSi 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S Ce) 





A reservoir Penholder, carryiny; a nibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 


Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 














LONDON, PARIS. & NEW YORK. 





THE BRADLEY 





ROAD CART 


jo. 4 or Phaeton Cart. 
(We also make them wit: skeleton aro 8, just the thing for jog- 

ving trotters or breaking wae on 4 No. 3% or Single Park 
Cartis used very Drivers in speed- 
Ing on the road or track, weight 100 1bs., and as handsomely 
finished as the finest car riage, 


FIVE STYLES weighing from 90 to 4@0 Ibs. 

Prices from GSO to SBO. 

e> First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them: 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


BRADLEY & CO. S2RS88225%:2" 











An Englishman who has just published a 
book on America was disgusted and almost 
paralyzed to hear one hotel servant refer to an- 
other as a “gentleman,”’ and devotes a couple 
of pages of his book to the “outrage.”’ Per- 
haps the servant was a gentleman, and, if so, he 
had a better right to the title than his horrid 
critic; but if he was one of those waiters who 
get your order all wrong, assert that everything 
you want is just out, and spend half-an-hour 
procuring what you don’t want, all because you 
have not pressed a dollar or two into his palm, 
we don’t blame the Englishman for getting 
mad.—Philadlphia News. 


Hon, SAMUEL J. TILDEN is enjoying very 
good health, all things considered. One morn- 
ing recently he ploughed a ten-acre field, cut 
two cords of hickory wood, walked five miles 
out in the country, and milked twenty-four cows, 
all before breakfast. (This story isa little pre- 
mature, but it will soon appear in the papers 
that are now boosting him for the Presidency.) 
—WNorristown Herald 


THE commencement essay of the young ladies’ 
finishing seminary this year must be tied with 
a crushed-strawberry colored ribbon. The first 
line is: “I invite you to go back with me in 
thought.”” ‘Then the essayist can go back on 
grammar, history, composition, or anything else 
she learned at school.—Mew Orleans Picayune. 


_ Dip you ever notice how suddenly a timid 
woman who is humming an operatic air will 
switch off on to a religious hymn when a storm 
comes up and she hears the first clap of thun- 
der ?—Philadelphia Bulletin. 





Ten drops of Argostura Bitters impart a delici-us 
flavor to all cold dr nks aud prevent all Summer Diseas’s, ‘I'ry 
it and you will never be without it; but be sure to get the world- 
renowned Amgostura, penmgres only by 

Dr. - B. SIEGERT & SONS. 





PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE. 
European, noble, wealthy, will marry a very nice and rich young lady. 
Addresse, Box 17, poste restante, Budapest. 


day at home. “Samples worth $5 free. Add 
$5 to $20 grinch & Con Bortiand Maine = 











Qudi # 1883, 228 pages, 2,000 illustrations of Firemen’s 
and Boating Goods, Model Engines and Figures, Air-Guns, Tar- 
gets, Revolvers Wigs, Beards, and all Theatrical Outfits, Clogs, 
Magic Tricks, Chess, Checkers, Dominoes, &c., and all the best 
Novelties, sent by mail for 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 





126 to 180 Nassau Street, New York. 


BAUS PIANOS 


— in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Pasy, 
arerooms: 26 W. 23ra St.. NV. 


DECKER’S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, aud sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 











THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 





The t 3 il. , omen & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY, 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for10 years. 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, éc,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK. 








AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY ,Coruer 20th Street, W. Y. 





Dental Offi a 
PHILIPPINE. DIEFENBACH- 
TRUCHSES= 
162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th ‘Aves., New York. 


























that 


healthy. 





wa W 
BEFORE USING. 


hairis THIN, it will 
THICKENit. Ifyou 
are BALD, it will . 


Sif you are troubled 
with DANDRUFF, 
it will CURE it. 

For sale by Druggists. Price, $1.00 per Bottlo. Sent prepaid on receipt of price. 


Address, THE BENTON HAIR GROWER CO., Brainard Block, Cleveland, Ohio. 


No other preparation has achieved the success that the 


BENTON HAIR GROWER 


Has, from the fact 
it not only 
STIMULATES the 
_weak roots, but 
feeds them with 
invigorating food 
which they require 
tokeepthem grow- 
ing vigorously and 
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DECKER 


BROTHERS’ 
MATCHLESS PIANOS, 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 








GOSTURA 


BITTERS, 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

4 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
po 4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or ate nee for 

the oR: qutite, oe mene ene eS 


SONS. 
J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Succgssor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NEW YORK. 




















The most efficacious, delicious, and 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
cers, 25 cents per bottle. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole ” ents for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 

TAN & , tuoaeane helm, Ans 
L. Tampier 7% ordeaux, Clarets. 

Roullet & Delma, Cognacs, 
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TWO SONNETS Leland 
1, 


THE JUNE-BUG 


. You make me jest a little nervouser 


Than any dog-gone bug I ever see! 

And you know night’s the time to pester me— 
When any tetch at all ’ll rub the fur 
Of all my patience back’ards! You ’re the 


myrrh 
And ruburb of my life! A bumble-bee 
Can’t hold a candle to you; and a he 


Bald hornet, with a laminated spur 
In his hip-pocket daresent even cheep 
When you ’re around! And, dern ye! you 
have made 
Me lose whole ricks and stacks and piles of 
sleep— 
And many of a livelong night I ’ve laid 
And never shut an eye, hearin’ you keep 
Up that eternal buzzin’ serenade! 


Il. 


And I ’ve got up and lit the lamp, and clum 

On cheers and trunks and wash-stands and 

bureaus, 

And all such dangerous articles as those, 
And biffed at you with brooms, and never come 
In two feet of you—maybe skeered you some— 

But what does that amount to when it throws 

A feller out o’ balance, and his nose 
Gits barked against the mantel, while you hum 
For joy around the room, and churn your head 

Aginst the ceilin’, and draw back and butt 
The plasterin’ loose, and drop— behind the bed, 

Where never human bein’ even put 
Harm’s hand on you, or ever truthful said 

He’d choked your dern infernal wizzen shut! 

-—J. W. Riley, in Indianapolis Journal, 


STRAWBERRIES have been so plentiful at the 
South, we are told, that it didn’t pay to pick 
them. ‘That is the reason why they left the 
strawberries and sent the sand to the Northern 
markets.— Boston Transcript. 


THE ORDER OF CINCINNATI—Zwei Lager.— 
Cincinnati Saturday Night, 





*,**© No eye like the master’s eye.’? Had sop 
livedin our day he might well have added, ‘‘No 
popular curative like Kidney-Wort.” All eyes are 
beginning to turn to it for relief from diseases of 
the liver, bowels and kidneys. Kidney-Wort is 
nature’s remedy for them all. Ofany druggist, $1. 


NOHMER 


PIANOS. 
Prererrep By LEADING ARTIST: 
Salesroom: 149—155 E. 14th Street, N. ¥. 
Illustrated Book, 


THE BIGGEST THING OUT ext¥e2=" 


NASON & CO., 111 Nassau St., 














S66 a week in your own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Address 
) H. Hatretr & Co., Portland, Maine. 











Relieved and cured without T injury Ul inflict RI : jJ.A 


SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251  eooloas, New York.” His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 





bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


THEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
136 East 14th Street. 
"ancae the Academy o f Music. 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st»mp to 
H. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


PILES 


Cured without the use cf the Knife, powder or salve, Patient 
No charges until cured. Consultation free, Write 





suffers no pain. 
for references. 


DR. A. A. CORKINS, 11 East 2gth St. Office hours 10 to 4. 





EAT TY 


BEETHOVEN 


2’7 STOPS 


ez Sree Milk 


ed 
Price only $125 


eally worth $450 if com- 

ared with other makers’ 
Ig] catalogue prices. 

rgans for only 

- Special bargains 

ou Organs and Pianofortes. 

"C, for ATALOGUE. 











po vELt offered. 
enVisiTORS ELCOME 
bas wi trait 
_ uae for trav sane 
expenses, whether you buy 
or not you are welcome any- 
ay to visit the largest 
Organ Works in existence. 
ogee oe — co — 
recall 


DINEL F. BUTT, WASHINGTON, weW aERSEL 
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E NEW 
SWEET BOUQUET Cigarette 
Delicate, Mild, and Fragrant. A Dainty Wh.ff for Co maleesin 


S. JACOBY & CO., N. Y., 
Manufacturers. 





Pickings from Puck. 


BEING A 


CHOICE COLLECTION 


Pre-einently Perfect Pieces, Poems and 
PICTURES FROM PUCK. 


64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 
By Mail, 30 Cents. 





a> NEW YORK 

















T NTS OBTAINED FOR 
PA EN ses oe 


mtg Oy oe C., (twenty — ~~ experience. ) 
Send for book of *‘ Hinis to Inventors.’ 





HE PRINTING INK. used on this publication, is 
manufactured by GLO, H, MORHILALs & CO. 
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FOUND AT LAST! 


been looking for ome honest man for over twenty centuries, and here are tewelwe of them right before your eyes!” 
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